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the occasion of a Coronation, when over the radio
came messages from all parts of the Empire, follow-
ed by the King's Speech in which \\e were one large
family, there was still the same prejudice in the
hearts of the ordinary white man against those who
were coloured or had a trace of it. It was a rude
awakening, a return to reality after a few hours
of idle dreaming. The- struggle must go on- the
struggle of the coloured people against the white
oppression. Coronation or no Coronation we were
still the coloured people of the Empire and could
never belong to the same family.
1 slept over this incident, but two days later I
could still hear the voice of the cabman chuckling
and repeating the words " You bloody half-caste ".
I reported the matter to the Commissioner of Police
or whoever was the right authority. Days passed
and one morning a policeman called to inquire
about the incident. The driver had been asked for
his explanation, and in his written statement said
that he never uttered any such words, and what
was more, lie objected to my putting such words
into his mouth ! To show that I was not the type
of person who was likely to report a matter like this
without sufficient provocation, I had mentioned in
my letter that I was personally known to the High
Commissioner for India. I did not claim to be an
intimate friend of so high an official, but the fact
still remained1 that the High Commissioner at that